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SYNOPSIS. "

Francois Itonupre, n. peasant bnbfl of
thrre yenrs, after nn amusing Incident In
which Marshal Ney llBures, Is mndo a
Chovallor of Franco by the Kmpcror Na-
poleon, In tho homo of tho Ind's parents
in tho vlUnBo of Vieques, France, where

v tho emperor had briefly stopped to hold a
council of war Napoleon prophesied that
tho boy might one day bo a marshal of
Franco under another Bonnparte, At the
ago of ten Francois meets a stranger who
Is astonished when tho boy tells htm of
his ambition. Francois visits deneral
Baron Gaspard QourKnud, who with

, Allxe, his roven-year-ol- d daughter, lives
at the Chateau, A soldier of tho IJmpIro
under Napoleon ho fires the boy's Imag-
ination with stories of his campaigns.

CHAPTER V Continued.
"Tlbns! Wo will play again for

other bottlo," ho announced with a bit
of ewagger. Ho was conscious of a
right to spend sliver in treating hlB
friends, with that fat purso In his
pocket.

"No," spoko tho atrangor Duplossls,
ho had said his name was, "No. I have
drunk enough. However, If you feel
seneltlvo at taking tho small sum of
money at my hands It Is a good
game La rams let us play for tho
franc which the bottlo would cost. Eh
blonl"

Again thoy played, this time doub-
ling tho amount, and again Francois
gained, and again and again, till ho
felt ashamed In carrying away all this
inonoy of a new acquaintance, and at
tho same tlmo a cock-surcnes- s that so
lucky a dovil as Beaupre might well
lose a little and stop at the right
amount. The excitement of cards and
excitement of wlno mot In a heady mlx-tur-

Duplossls drank little, though
Francois urged It on him. Tho luck be-
gan to change; now nnd then the
stranger won, now and then Beaupre,
yot fnoro often now tho stranger, till
at length Francois was playing not
with tho deslro to lose, but with a hope
to gain back something at least of tho
considerable sum which he had lost
Before this he bad gono Into his pock-
et and brought out that honorable nlno
hundred francs, and had thrown ono
louis d'or after another on tho black
table, and lost one after another. Yet
his confidence was still strong luck
would turn this was his lucky day.
And now ho would not regret carrying
away the stranger's money. He began
to feel a fierce eagerness to got tho
bettor of this antagonist becamo so
formidable. And a horriblo nervous-
ness was creeping over him at the dim
vision of a thought a thought kept
resolutely on tho confines of his con-

sciousness, yet persistently pushing
forwnrd the thought that it might bo
that ho could not win tho monoy back.

"Double!" ho shouted promptly as
ho lost again.

And ho lost again. Tho nlno hun-
dred francs wero gono; ho gave a note
now, on his stock, and again he lost.
A deathly sickening sensation had
gripped him and was holding him.

In sllenco, with a crowd of silent
men, who In some way had come to
know what was happening, standing
about them, tho two played tho last
round. And Francois lost.

In sllenco ho signed the note which
gave to tho strangor his house and
furniture and land, all that ho had In
the world.

CHAPTER VI.

Work and Hope.
Tho noxt day a sheriff and his clerk

tamo nnd fixed red seals to tho house
and to everything in It which locked,
and Claire watched in a deep quiet,
tho baby In hor arms.

Something had been said already of
sending tho children to this or that
undo or aunt there would In a short
tlmo bo no homo and no living for
them until tho broken father could
gather himself and begin again. Lit-tl- o

Francois resolved that ho would
not go. Ho would stay lth his father
and prove that eleven was not too
young to make money. As he stood
watching tho sheriff who moved gloom-
ily about his unwelcome duty he was
aware of a horse's hoofs beating down
tho road, and he turned. In tho midst
of his grlof it was interesting to see

The Nine Hundred Francs Were Gone.

tbo Baron-Genera- l Gourgaud coming
on his bay muro Lcsltto. Tho general
draw up beside him and looked at him
stornly.

"Where Is your father?" he Bhot at
him, and throw a leg over and'vaulted
off and flung tho marc's reins to tbo
lad, nnd swung Into tho great entry
.and through tho open door Into the
cottage.

Francois, though broken-hearted- ,

wub but fllevon, nnd It was n proud
thing to hold tho seigneur's horso and
pleasnnt to see tho splritod beast paw
the earth as ho. held her. Ho was bo
entranced with this occupation that
ho forgot his bruised life and his loat
career entirely, For fifteen minutes
ho forgot, and the other children gath-
ered around him, nnd ho ordered them
away from the horse and felt himself

Its guardian and an Important person,
with completo satisfaction.

And at that, out of tho house camo
tho seigneur, big and black-browe- d and
solid of tread, and with hint that
broken-hearte- d father whoso faco re-

called all tfco tragedy,
"Francois," his father spoko, moro

gently thnn ever ho had spoken bo-for-

"I havo taken your future from
you, my son. Tho Belgneur wishes to
glvo It back. Ho wishes to make you
his child. Your mother consonts and
I I consent" His father's arm was
about his neck. The general's abrupt
volco took up the statement

"Will you come, and live with mo In
tho chateau, Monsieur tho Marshal 7"
ho domanded roughly, kindly. "1 will
treat you as a son you shall learn to
ride a horse and shoot a gun and be a
soldier. You shall fit yourself for the
part which we know must bo played
ono day. Will you come?"

For a moment It seemed to Francois
that heaven had opened and a mlraclo

The Little Figure Had Sprung Up, and
Stood, Threatening.

of Joy come down; then It Hashed to
His mind that this dazzling gift had a
price. With a whole soul Francois cast
away the brilliant dream and hardly
felt an effort

"I thank iou a thousand timps. mv
seigneur," ho answered with decision.

1 cannot go with you. I must Btay
and work for my father and my moth-
er." n

Thero wns silence for a minute In
tho sunshiny garden; tho children had ofwandered away; tho men did not
speak; ono heard only the moro Lis-ctt- o

whom Francois held, who stamped
her light forefoot and whinnied impa-
tiently. Then tho general's gravo
voice Bounded, moro gravely than ever. of"Francois Beaupre, you own a flno
lad," he threw at tho drooping peasant.
"I would like to hnvo him for. mine.
Since I cannot, I shall try at least to
bo Ills friend. Monsieur tho Marshal,
it must bo as jou say But como to
see mo at the chateau soon I shall
havo things to talk over with you."

On a morning Francois was busy at
tho new garden, digging beds for tho
plants which the neighbors hud eagor-l- y

given them, and which, put in tho
ground now, in the autumn, would rise
above them In brightness next spring.

Into this contentment came, gallop-
ing gloriously, hoof beats of a horso.
The busy spado, several sizes too big,
stopped, and Francois leaned his chin
on the handle, tho boy out of drawing
for tho tool. Tho gcnoral stopped,
which was a heavenly surprise to
Francois each tlmo that it happened.

"Good morning, marshal. Will you
ask your mothor If I may speak to
her?"

"Mothor, mother, tho seigneur wish-e- s

you," Francois whispered plorclng-ly- ,

but Clalro was already on tho little
front walk by the now garden.

In a moment sho stood at tho gate
In her fresh calico dress, with a white
fichu over her head, and tho big mnn
towered and growled sentences friend-lily- .

Then the general trotted with
jingling stirrup down tho village street In
and Clalro stood with oyos following In
for a moment.

"What did the Belgneur say, my
mother?" Francois demanded. "Did bo
ho say I might como to tho chateau as
tomorrow? May I? Am I to know
what tho general said, my mother?"

After his father camo homo to din-
ner ho know. Ho was to go each
morning to tho chateau" and do work In I

copying for tho gonoral. The general
was writing a book, nothing loss than
a history of Napoleon himself. The oft
boy's great dreamy eyes glowed.

So tho little lad, In his clean,
patched, peasant clothes, wont up to up
tho chateau the next mqrnlng serious
and Important, and was given a table
and a cornor In tho library and words
to copy which thrilled his soul.

Often tho general talked to him.
"Eh bien, there, the marshal!" would
como thundering from tho great tablo
across the room; and the scrlbo would
drop his pen and scuttlo over tho dim
wide place.

"Yea, Monsieur the Seigneur. I am
here."

"Listen then, my soldlor. I am un-
certain

It
if this that I have written is of

Importance. It is interesting to me,
because Gaspard Gourgaud was there,
yet I do not wish to ram Gaspard
Gourgaud down a reader's throat."

Francois squatted on a stool oxactly
In front of the general, with his knees It
togother and his elbpws on them, hU
chin In tho hollow of htu hands. His
eyes wore glued on tho general's face.
In a deep volco tho general road. It
was an account of that world-trazed-

tho retreat from Moscow. First camo
a list or regiments and of olilcors, with
detailed account's of early sorvlco in in
hnth- - It wns flTnit hcturnln. Vat flvn wp
minutcfl tho general read thU than
niB pincK eyeurows jutea ana ne
glared over P " '

"Yon i"nd It Interesting?" ho de-

manded.
Francois, lips conir-Tssed-, shook his

head firmly. "No, m Seigneur. Not
nt all."

"I agreo with you," tho gcnoral said,
and sorted tho papors over and laid
Bomo away. Selecting a sbeot or two,
ho began to read again.

"Over tho frozon roads tho worn
army still trudged; every form of
misery trudged with them. Hunger
was there, and cold, and sudorlng of
wounds, and suffering of lack of cloth-
ing; moro than this, thero was the
constant dread of attack from flying
bands of Cossacks. From tlmo to
tlmo frightful explosions mado one
turn ono's head It was the caissons
exploded by order of tho Emperor that
thoy might no longer encumber us.
Tho snow fell. The Emperor marched
on foot with us. Staff In hand, wrapped
In a largo looso cloak, a furred Rus-
sian cap on his head, ho walked In
tho midst of his household, encourag-
ing with a word, with a smile, every
ono who came near him.

"There wero nyuy adventures which
3howed tho souls of men shining
through tho nightmare r2 tb!a horrible
tlmo. Many noblo deeds wero dono,
many heartbreaking ones. Ono which
was both happened to mo. Thero was
nn Italian officer In tho corps under
Princo Eugeno, who had been my com-

rade when I was on tho staff of
Lanncs; his namo was Zappl tho
Marquis Zappl. On tho day after the
dreadful passing of tho Boresina
River, I suddenly felt my strength go

I could walk no longer. A sick
loathing seized mo, and I groaned and
dragged my heavy feet forward, to
stay with my friends even a few steps
more. And with that an arm was
around me suddenly, and I heard Zap-pi'- s

quiet voice.
" 'Keep up your courage, comrado;

wo aro going to eeo our homes yet,'
ho said. 'I shall take caro of you.
Look' and I looked, and ho had a
sledgo with fur robes on It I never
know whero ho got It from some de
serted Russian houso, I suppose. He
put mo on tho slcjlgo and wrapped me
In tho furs and gavo mo brandy from
his flask. For Zappl had dono a clover
thing. He had mado a bargain with
somo Jesuits near Polotsk, whero ho
had camped for a while, that his men
should cut and boat tho wheat neces-
sary on condition that ho should havo

part of tho brandy for them. Ho had
kept Borne of his sharo yet, and it
saved my life that day, tho brandy

tho monks of Polotsk."
"Thero was a thick fog soveral days

later, and out of It, and out of the
wood wo must pass, rushed with wild
cries a cloud of mounted Cossacks
across tho road within twenty paces

tho Emperor himself. But General
Rapp dashed forward at the head of
two mounted squadrons of chasseurs

nine .

The Marquis Received It With Grave
Courtesy.

and grenadiers of tho guaid who al-

ways followed tho Emporor, and tho
Cossacks were put to flight. I was

charge; I was serving temporarily
tho placo of one of Rapp'B officers,

because, on account of ray lato weak-
ness, It wns thought well that I should

on horseback. So It happened that,
tho skirmish finished, I saw coming

toward mo a flguro in a furred coat
nnd cap, brandishing a Cossnck lance

rushing toward tho Emperor. 1

dashed down on tho mad Cossack, as
thought him, nnd passed my grent

saber through' his body. And tho man
Yell, nnd as he fell the fur cap went

and ho groaned nnd looked up at
mo with dying eyes it was Zappl."

"Ah!" Tho Httio flguro had sprung
and stood, flats clenched, threaten-

ing. Ono would have thought it. was
thiB second that the general hud sa-

bred Zappl.
"May I live a moment?" tho general

Inquired. "Till I oxplaln. Zappl did
not die."

"Ah!" ngaln. And Francois sank
relieved on the stool, yet with stern
eyes still on the general's face. Tho
general laid the papers aside.

"Not ho. He had selzod the lanco
from a Russian whom ho had Killed

was most Imprudent, especially In
tho dress ho wore, which did nrfl show
tho French uniform underneath, It
was ray turn thon to play nurre. He
was placed In ono of tho carriages of
tho Emperor, and 1 cared for him as
my own brother, and ho camo through

all, and went back to Italy, to bis
homo."

Tho general's deep-so- t eyes were
gazing now above Francois' head out
through tho narrow window whero tho
boy's tablo stood, across tho moun-
tain slope, to tho bluo distance.

"Alessandro, niy friend," he spoko
IiIh gruff tonos, yet softly, "shall
sco ench other again? So cUmq

through that black time, bo far apart
now (n thipeace of our homes! Thofa
vsrm. Uaitils 'whlcVcarSd for wte when
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I was freezing and dying in Rumln
I shall touch thorn perhapB 3oragain, never again!"

CHAPTER VII.

The Crown of Friendship.
j In the claw-foote- carved, old ma
hogany desk of n Virginia houso, In n
drawer Tit-Sr- aro packets qf yellowed
lcttors tied up and labeled, te a letter
written years later, referring te that
earlier tlmo In Franco. Perlinps this
bit of tho chronlclo of Francois Beau-
pre could not bo told so vividly as In
these words of Francois written from
his prison. Ho begins with tho ac-
count of nn adventure, of a rldo for
life.

"So, dear Allxe," ho finishes this
tho dotnlled Btory of his capturo
"down went tho poor horse, and over
his head I spun Into tho ditch with
a bump on tho skull which dazed mo.
And when I camo to thoia wero tho
heavy Austrlana around me, gaping
to seo tho Prince. And only Francois
Beaupro to soe, which thoy found out
pretty promptly, ns I havo told you
bofore, and also how I defied them.

"In n great danger they say ono
thinks moro clearly than usual ono's
mind works with smoothness and at
leisure. It was bo during that rldo,
for I followed out as I dashed along,
hearing tho shouts of tho men back
of me, tho wholo train of circum-
stances from ono of those mornings
with Coq In tho park, to this ndven-tur- o

of llfo and death. It was the
morning you will know before I say
It when Jean Phllllppe Moteon, In his
lovely purplo clothes, camo mincing
down tho graveled drive, ns if afraid
of spoiling his good shoes and I

think he was to tho Belgneur, who
taught us to rido Coq. Do you re-
member how your father thundered at
him?

"'A strango monsieur to seo me?
Impossible! I am engaged. Tell him
I will not boo him.'

"And Jean Philllppo smiling, for all
of them understood tho seigneur, and
saying gently, 'Yes, my Seigneur,'
turned away with tho message. And
your father shouted after him:

"'Stop! Como back Ijero! What
do you mean by that? Bring the mon-
sieur to me.' And tho purplo clothes
disappeared and appeared again In a
fow minutes gleaming in the sun
againet the gray old walls I can seo
It all now, AHxo llko a largo violet
blossom of a strango flower. And bo-hin- d

Jean Philllppo was a tall man
In A long traveling cloak, and behind
him a tall llttlo boy. And as they
camo tho seigneur turned to go to
meet them, and stopped and stared
And tho monsieur In tho cloak stopped
and stared; nnd you, mounted on Coq,
and I, holding Coq's bridle, watched
curiously, becauso of tho other child,
nnd we saw how tho seigneur sud-
denly began to shake as if ill, and then
with a hoarse shout rushed to tho
tall man and throw his arms ubout
him and held him, nnd sobbed aloud.
That was a strango thing to see tho
seigneur do, and I never forgot it. And
to think that tho child who stood
there, shy and unknown, wa Pletro!
It seeraa unreasonable that ever there
was a tlmo when you and Pletro and
I did not know ono another well.

"As 1 rodo that dny, with tho Aus-trlan- s

nfter mo, I thought out tho
wholo chnln of events; how Pletro had
como and had stayed whllo his father,
the marquis, went to America, and had
fitted Into our llfo and become dear to
us, the big, beautiful, silent lad. And
how thon, becauso of tho death of tho
marquis, Pletro had como under the
chargo of your father, tho solgnour,
nnd how he and I went away together
to tho military school, always moro
and moro like brothors and all tho
rest. I need not recite those things
to jou, yet I like to do It My
thoughts, In that wild dangerous mo-
ment, seemed to go in detail through
nil, from tho morning that tho Mar-
quis Zappl arrived with his llttlo eon
at the chateau, through the ten years
of our llfo together, to my coming
into Italy ns his secretary and from
that, by a rapid step, to this castle
prison."

Tho rest of tho letter belongs to a
later part of tho story. That little
Pletro Zappl should bo led Into the
nnrratlvo by tho hand of his closest i

friend was the object for which he
letter wos Introduced, nnd, that ac
compllshed, tho course of history
bonds back to tho quiet Valley of
Delesmohtos and tho children growing
up under the shadows of tho castle
towerB.

Tho gonoral, sitting In his library
tho morning after tho arrival chron-
icled in tho quoted letter, stared at
his old friend from under his heavy
blows as If trying vigorously to con-vlnc- o

himself of his presence. Tho
marquis, an Italian of North Italy, tall
and proud and qulot, had the air moro
of n etudent thnn of n soldlor. A
llttlo the air, also, of an Invalid, for
ho stooped and walked languidly, and
a cough caught him at times. Ho was
talking, on that morning In tho library,
whllo tho gennral listened; it was not
tho usual order of things,

"So you see, Gaspard," tho marquis
went on In IiIb quiet reticent way,
"that 1 havo bolloved In our old friend-
ship. I havo taken for granted a wel-

come for my boy I could not havo
dono It with another man. Tho voy-ng- o

to America nnd ray stay thero
will last, It may be n year, I havo
brought Pletro to ldavo him with you
If you will havo him."

This old officer of Napoleon had,
after nil his battles nnd killlnge, tho
simplicity nnd tho heart of hla own
little girl. But ho cleared his throat
hurriedly with a bravado of carelosB-nos- s,

ana bofore tho marquis pould do
mora than smile at blm wistfully, ho
vent on:

' "It Is all settled ; there was no need
OR wofd; Pletro lsrray bob till yoa

t

'.

." ' '"" " "
j--i
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corrMGNTvp4 ar bob&s hexwll co.
claim him from me, and glad enough
I nm to got him for as long bb I may.
I havo a Hon on a very good manner
of boy already, young Frnncols Boau-pro- ,

whom I wished to adopt, but tho
lad would not glvo up his parents.
And that makos mo moro cagor for
nnother. Thoy will play better to-

gether and work better together, and
thoy will bo a good brttco of brothers
for my Allxoi"

"Your Allxe," tho marquis spoko
roaootlvely. "Sho Is a charming per
son, t,hat llttlo woman of yours."

"Ale6sandro, shall I toil you what
flashed Into my head boforo you and
Pletro had been horo an hour?"

"What then?"
"I saw tho children your boy and

my girl together as If lifelong play-
mates ovor tho big books In tho windo-

w-seat thero, and It camo to me
that It would bo a Joy to crown one's
llfo If later on " Ho stopped nnd

feSvft I lf i- 9 A

"Yes, Monsieur, the Marquis, Always."

gazed Inquiringly at tbo calm bluo
eyes which met his.

"Yes," tho marquis answered qui-
etly. "It would bo that tho crown of
our frlendshlp.'If some day they might
love each other."

CHAPTER VIII.

For Always.
Clalro listened with serious calm

eyes as her son told his Btory when
ho came home on tho day of the new-arriv-

at tho castle.
. "Tho great gentleman has come
who onco saved our seigneur's life!"
eho repeated after Francois. "And
tho seigneur is glad. Of course ho Is
glad, my Francois. And you ought
to be slad, too, and grateful to that
gentleman becauso of all tho good
things our seigneur has dono for you
nnd which would not havo happened,
assuredly, If Monsieur the Marquis
had not saved him. You should do
everything that !b possible- - for Mon-

sieur tho Marquiu to show your grati-
tude."

Next morning tho llttlo brown flg-

uro which trudged through tho beech
wood was brightened by a largo and
vivid bouquet held in his two hands.
When tho tap of Francois at the
library door, whero ono heard men's
voices talking, had brought tho gon-eral- 's

loud command of "Entrez," the
little brown flguro and tho largo bunch
of flowers camo In together nnd tho
boy marched straight to tho stately
Italian. Snapping his heels togother
aB his mother had taught him he
mado a stiff deep bow, und presented
his nosegay. Tho marquis, n little
astonished at this attention, received
it with gravo courtesy but without
much cordiality; It seomed to him
rather an odd whim of Gourgnud's
to hayo this peasant child about as
ono of his own family.

But Francois did not know that; to
him all tho world was kindly, with
different manners of kindliness Tho
manner of tho marquis was graver
than other people's, perhaps what
then? The kindliness was undoubted

MUCH POWER1 IN SUGGESTION

Extends to the Curing of Physical Ills
If One Will Persevere In

Treatment.

By tho method known as "sugges-
tion," tt Is possible (according to a
medical writer) not only to perform
tho slmplo experiment of waking one-eo- lf

at a given hour In tho morning,

but also to banish all minor physical
allmentB and ovon to correct faults la
tho charactor.

Just as In tho first Instance tho
boforo going to Bloop at

night makes a montal request to him-

self that ho shall aw.ako at a certain
tlmo on tho following morning, so In
moro Important matters ho suggests
to hlmtfclf a condition of health or a
metbort of conduct

Tn tnkn two Instances. Supposing
you Buffer from Insomnia, you focus ,

your whole attontlon upon tho repe-

tition four tlmeB a day of a given for-

mula. Thus you may say to yourself
that you troublo no moro about tho
matter, merely ropeatlng tho state-
ment at Intervals. In two or threo
days at most tho effect according to
tho authority will bo folt In sound
slumbers.

"Much the samo procesB Is adopted

r flHKR&BL 1T

ly thero below tho gravity, And It
was this monsieur who had saved tho
llfo of tho Belgneur; that, aftor all,
was tho wholo matter. Francois wast-
ed llttlo tlmo thinking of other peoplo'a
feeling toward himself. He was much
too busy with a Joyful wonder of hla
own at tho over new goodness of hlu
world. To tho marquis, who hardly
noticed him, ho proceeded to consti-
tute himself a shadow. At tho first
sign of a scrvlco to be dono he was
up and at It; always quicker, alwayn
moro intelligent than tho footman.

"You havo thrown a chnrm over my
boy Francois, AleBsandrq," tho gen-

eral said, well pleased. And tho mar-
quis answered thoughtfully:

"It is a boy out of tho common, I

beliovo, Gaspard. At flrat I thought
It a mlstako that you should lalso n
child of his class to tho placo you
havo given him, but I seo that you
understand what you aro about. Ho
is worthy of a good fate."

Tho day camo whon, on tho next
morning, tho Marquis Zappl was due
to start on his long Journey to Amer-
ica, put on tho lawn, in tho shadow
of tho beech trees ho eat and watched
his son playing ball with llttlo Allxe.
Then ho was aware of Francois ataud-ln- g

before him. Tho boy held some-
thing in his closed hand, nnd with that
ho opened his fingers and stretched
It to tho marquis. Tho m-rq- looked
Inquiringly nt tho yollow metal.

"What is this?" ho asked; ho was
proparod now to bo surprised by this
boy about once in so often, so ho sim-

ply suspended Judgment at a thing
unexpected.

"It Is for you, Monslour tho Mar-
quis." Francois smiled radiantly and
continued to present the ten-fran- c

piece. "It Is my own; tho seigneur
gavo It to mo on my birthday, and my
father said it was to bo mine to do
with as I chose. I chooso to glvo It
to you, Monsieur tho Marquis. So
that you may have plenty of money I

know well what it is not to havo
enough monoy."

Tho brown list was outstretched, the
gold pieco glittering in it, nnd still
tho mnrquis stared speechless. Never
in bis life had any ono presumed to
offer him monoy Ho looked up nt tho
faco of tho llttlo peasant; It shone
with peace and good will; ho put out
his hand nnd took tho gold piece and
looked at It n long minute, nnd drow
a leather caso from his pockot and
placed It within carefully, and put
It away.

"Thank you, Francois," said the mar-
quis. And then he considered again
tho shining llttlo face. "Why havo
you done this, Francois?" ho asked.
"Why do you always do so much for
mo?"

"That thing in Russia, for my
Belgneur. When you saved the life
of my seigneur."

"Oh," said tho marquis and stared
down at tho boy anxiously explaining.

"I havo been afraid that I could
never show you how I thanked you
for tho llfo of my seigneur. But 1

will do more. I will bo a friend of
Pletro. Ho is six months younger
than I; I can teach him how to climb
and how to fight nnd how to take care
of himself. And I will, becauso of
that thing you did. Because, too, I

think well of Pletro and besides be-

cause of your kindness to me."
"My kindness to you?"
"Yes, Monsieur tho MarqulB be-

cause you havo been so kind to mo."
And tho marquis, In tho sllenco of

his soul, was ashamed.
Tho next day ho went. As they

stood, gathered in tho big carved door-
way, he told them all goodby and
lifted his boy and hold him without
a word. As ho set him down hp turned
toward tho carriage, but in a flash
ho turned back aB If by a sudden In-

spiration, and laid n hand on little
Francois' shoulder.

"You will remember that you prom-
ised to bo n friend to Pletro, Fran-
cois?"

"Yes, Monsieur tho Mnrquis. al-

ways," tho child answered gravely.
I'm nr rnvTiN'unr) t

whero It is desired to break onaclt of
n bad habit.

Tho theory la that tho remark or
statement is uddrcssed to your uncon-
scious mind, which responds to your
desires whon expressed In this way.

Brand-Ne- Excuse.
Casey announced to his wife, Ellen,

that ho was going to tho ball game.
All day he was gone. Night camo,
but no Casey to tako his placo at tho
head of tho tablo. Midnight and no
Casey ono o'clock two o'clock-th- ree

o'clock no Casoy.
As tho six o'clock whistles began to

blow Casey stumbkd up tho front
stops into tho houso and awakened
his wlfo by his efforts to negotiato
tho atalrs. Sho hopped out of bed
and met her hotter half in the hall-
way.

"Woll." said Mrs. Casoy, detormlna
tion written on her Amazon faco.

'"Sallrlto, Illln," said Casey, weak-
ly. "Tho game was called on nccount
of daylight."

Tip for Him. ,
Tho Preacher Do you know whero

little boys go who fish on Sunday?
Tho Kld-Y- os, sir; all us kids

around horo go down tor Smylia'a
crick below tho bridge Brooklys
Life. : J
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You never tasted
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daintier, lighter, fluffier
biscuits than tliose
baited with Cnlumct
They're always
good delicious. If
For Calumet in-- M

cures perfect
baking.
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Vim Jan'l uta maneT wliin ran bar t&tin ef liff-u- n i
btllajt powder. D't b muled. Bar (Uliott. It' I
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WORTH SMILING AT, ANYWAY

Three Good Stories That May Be of
Some Help to the Man With

a Grouch.

"I can't write a story," writes a cor-

respondent, "but I have three llttlo in-

cidents which I thought you could fix
us and use." Fix 'em up, no Use 'em,
yes. Here they are:

Fellow goes to a doctor. "Doc," he
says, "I am feeling awful. I can't eat,
I can't sleep, I can't " "I can euro
you," says the dector, "If you'll tako
my advice. Go and marry the girl."

"Will you pleaso gimme a quarter?"
begged tho kid on tho stret "Th
old guy at Sunday school says that it
we eavo our pennies, we'll get rich.
And If you glmmo a quaiter, I can git
It changed Into pennies and snvo 'em."

Third story going up. A man or-
dered a drink at a bar, and when tho
barkecp set tho bottlo out, ho poured
out an immenso slug. Then ho kicked.
"There's a piece of cork in this glass!"
says he. Tho bartender took a look.
"That's easy got rid of," ho nnswered.
"Pour In nnother drop and It'll float
out!" Cleveland Plain Dealer

New Cause for Divorce.
Why la divorce? Thoro's a question

capable of puzzling most of us, don't
you think? Of course, somo of us can
nnawor It In a single sentence or two.
More of ua requlro large volumes tr
contain n full reply And whon wo
get them written some ono ia suro to
supply a fre.sh cause for divorce. Tako
tho caso of that of .1 Now York man
who Is demanding tho dissolution of
tho marrlago tie becaubo his wife put
soap in his soup. Ho has ndded somo-wh-

to tho Htoraturo of dlvorco. And
ho has rovealed a now form of cru-cit-

Soap ns an articlo of diet is not
to bo highly regarded. By most per-
sons it is considered not only offens-
ive but dangerous. And, what is more,
tho averago man probably feels that
ho cats enough boap In tho barber
shop to satisfy his needs. Any added
by his wlfo Is likely to bo regarded
as superfluous and to arouso n peev-

ishness that may not cosily bo stilled.

Teacher's Boomerang.
A certain high school professor,

who at times Is rather blunt in speech,
remarked angrily to his class of boys
at tho beginning of u lesson:

"I don't know why it la every tlmo
I get up to speak, soma fool talks."
Then ho wondored why tho boys burst,
out Into a roar of laughter.

What He Would Have Done.
Dofondant I don't know what I'd

havo dono If it hadn't boon for you.
Lawyer I know, though. You'd

havo dono tlmo.
. iwj

Interested.
"Awake, man, awake!" '

"All right," said Fihncgan, rouba8
himself, "whoso wako?" v

Some men ara aothtng nor tlu'iJ.
aunwUel throats.
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